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MoratOj who was in command of the column which included
the Legion. The colonel informed him of the projected
operation, and of the task allotted to the Legionnaires,
Gomez Morato was laying excessive value on the promises
given him by some caids through spies that the troops would
not find much resistance, as this had been overcome by
certain types of propaganda.
The Commander of the Legion, less credulous, did not
agree with the estimates of the colonel; but as the latter
insisted, Valenzuela came out of the tent greatly worried and
with a misgiving so profound that at one o'clock in the morn-
ing it forced him to his tent where a chaplain was sleeping,
to ask,' * Father, I should like to have you hear my confession,
because in a few hours I am going to die."
This request, at such an unusual hour, surprised the
priest, and he inquired after the reasons, but Valenzuela fell
contritely on his knees as a sole answer.
At daybreak he left for Tahuarda with the mission of
clearing the road. Everything occurred exactly as his heart
and his intellect had foreseen. That was his final battle.
Hardly had he started on the road that ascended to Benitez,
when the enemy opened fire, heavy, concentrated, unremit-
ting. The tribesmen, well hidden in the ravines, were draw-
ing the Spanish troops onwards to surround them, On
reaching Penas de Tahuarda, there was produced an instant
of indecision, which Valenzuela resolved by rushing forward
to lead the attack to the cry of "Long live the Legion!
Forward!" He carried his pistol in one hand, in the other his
Legionnaire's cap. In that instant he fell for ever, with a
bullet in his chest and another in his head.
The Legion was left without a leader. Who was to take his
place? The name was in the mind of everyone, with extra-
ordinary unanimity: Franco! There was no doubt about it.
The King himself acknowledged it in the following man-